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Article 13

Prime of my Life
Roxanne Harmon

Prime: Mathematics (Of a number) evenly divisible only by itself and one1
2
The earliest nightmare I can remember was at age two. That was just the first of
many. One nightmare involved aliens resembling E.T who were kidnapping my
mother. In the dream they had already abducted mom, while dad and my toddler
self were not sure how to escape or how to save her. Prone to night terrors at
this age, I could often be found at the base of the stairs screaming in my sleep.
Night terrors are different than nightmares and occur at a different time during
the REM cycle. The sleeper will appear to be awake and is often inconsolable.
Screaming is not unusual, and sleepwalking is tied to this behavior.2
3
At age three I was asked what I wanted to be when I grew up. I answered with “a
red wagon.” I lived in my own dimension, blending the forests of New England
with the talking wolves of my mind. This included three imaginary friends. They
told me their names were Sir Johnston, Pepper, and Gika. Relating to Sir Johnston
proved difficult given the social difference between a grown medieval knight
ghost and a three-year-old with lofty scarlet-painted aspirations. Pepper and Gika
lived in the city and their names can be attributed to Paprika, the child of Blue’s
Clues characters Mr. Salt and Mrs. Pepper. Real-life friends were harder to come
by, and my only real friend, Stephanie, moved three towns over from me at this
age. I spent many weekends with her, but the weekdays were only tolerable in my
head where most of my friends lived.
1. Prime. Oxford Dictionaries. Oxford University Press, n.d. Web. 30 January 2015. <http://www.
oxforddictionaries.com/us/definition/american_english/prime>.
2. Mayoclinic.org,. ‘Sleep Terrors (Night Terrors) Definition - Diseases And Conditions - Mayo
Clinic’. N.p., 2015. Web. 31 Jan. 2015.
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5
When I was five, my brother was born. Excited, I hoped this addition to the family
would lessen my loneliness. To commemorate his birth, my parents gave me a
baby boy doll that I named Goober. Goober was anatomically correct, complete
with a plastic penis underneath his Velcro diaper. One time I lent Goober to a
friend, which my parents thought was inappropriate because of said penis. I, on
the other hand, grew up to work in a sexual health field using plastic penises as
a learning tool. The excitement created by my doll was more interesting than the
real baby in the house, and I anxiously waited for the day that I could actually talk
to my newborn friend.
7
Approximately seven percent of adults have Generalized Anxiety Disorder.
Oftentimes GAD strikes during childhood or
Those who suffer
adolescence, and it affects more women than
men. Those who suffer from GAD cannot relax,
from GAD cannot
concentrate, or stop worrying. Every moment of
relax, concentrate, the day can feel like the seconds before a starting
or stop worrying.
gun signals a race. They don’t handle uncertainty
well and struggle to enjoy quiet time. They are
prone to avoiding situations that make them anxious, and putting things off when
overwhelmed. They can also suffer from insomnia, muscle aches, or frequent
urination.3
11
My parents had attended Brigham Young University, and at age eleven I decided
I was going there too. We had visited campus, and I thought the only way I could
get accepted was through my extracurricular activities. I played piano and cello. I
took tap dance classes and played lacrosse. I had fewer than seven years to prove
myself, so I decided I needed to play a sport, play an instrument, know a type of
dance, and be well versed in the arts. I knew this future contained the happiness
I craved. I was obsessed.
13
At 13 I focused my extracurricular attention on theatre. I began singing and
dancing in plays every other month. My devotion to theater, paired with my
perfectionism, led to an extreme discomfort in a field that judges based on looks.
I was not alone in this feeling. Other advanced adolescent thespians and myself
had been cast in the beloved though ridiculous musical, Cats. All that mattered
about this show was that the cat costumes were full-body unitards. Being naked
on stage would have been more forgiving of my figure. I was the largest “cat”
3. Nimh.nih.gov,. ‘NIMH · Generalized Anxiety Disorder (GAD)’. N.p., 2015. Web. 31 Jan. 2015.
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in the play, and yet even the thin lead dancers stopped eating to prepare for the
foreboding costumes. This was a time in my life when I was already struggling
with self-image, and being so immersed in the theater world’s beauty standards
led to a destructive need to control my weight. When I would go to the mall
with my friends, none of the stores they shopped in
Eating treats was
carried my size. I could not be dressed in the preppy
logo shirts that were intentionally sized smaller than
not going to help
normal. I watched my thin friends with their braces
me find clothes
and spotty faces try on hundreds of outfits. I had
that would fit.
a great complexion and straight teeth, yet I was the
“ugly friend,” at least in my mind. During these mall
expeditions we would treat ourselves at the food court. Eating treats was not
going to help me find clothes that would fit, so I would make sure to grab a straw,
which I would later use to retch my frustrations into the cold, non-judgmental
toilet bowl. I was soothed by the false sense of control such rituals gave me.
17
By age 17 I had an amazing group of friends. I had places to be and a car to take
me there. Mix CDs blasted out of my Volvo window as I drove my friends from
Dunkin Donuts to the pool.
19
When I was 19, I was halfway through my freshman year at BYU. I had reached
my happy future, but none of my fantastic friends had followed me to college.
I figured that I would make new friends, but my only close friend was my long
distance boyfriend. Instead of the happy social and academic life I had in high
school, I could barely get out of bed to go to class. The cinderblock walls and
monotony of dorm life contributed to the sense that I was a hamster in a shoebox.
I spent most weekends alone in my room, since all my attempts to find friends
were in vain. The few friendships I almost had fizzled out when one became a
heroin addict. Messaging my high school friends was my only social outlet.
23
Each of my parents contributed 23 chromosomes at my conception. I inherited
my green eyes and curly hair from my mother,
[The illness] is not
along with some less attractive features. At age
23 I was diagnosed with Major Depressive
behind me, but with
Disorder and Generalized Anxiety Disorder.
Although the label is new, the illness has always help...I have reached
the prime of my life
been present. It is not behind me, but with the
help of some selective serotonin re-uptake
inhibitors, friends, and counseling, I have reached the prime of my life. A time
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where I can do anything I want. I still have days were being in a crowded grocery
store causes apocalyptic panic and I have to collect myself in an empty Goya isle.
There are many mornings when the tasks I need to complete form ropes around
my body and I am left paralyzed on my mattress. The internal monologue of
fear and worry still interrupts my daydreams. That voice is always there, but I’ve
learned to recognize when the worry does not make sense, and I know how to
lower the volume. I turn up Prince, enjoy the sunshine and breathe.
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